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BY JAMES REID 

the difference even in a generation. 
But is there not something lack- 
ing that is vital? The number of 
children whose minds and souls are 
warped because they have been 
starved of reverent love is a danger 
signal. It means that many a home 




They came with haste, and 
found Mary and Joseph, 
and the Babe lying in a 
manger. — Luke 2:16, 

IF we thought about it more deeply 
-we would 'be shocked to realize 
that the Saviour of this world was 
born in a stable and laid in a man- 
ger. It was a dreary entry for any 
child upon the human scene. Yet 
when Jesus came into it everything 
was transformed. The manger be- 
carne a cradle and the stable a tem- 
ple. It was love and faltih that 
wrought the transformation. 

Children today are 'better cared 
for than when Christ was born. His 
coming as a little child has wrought 
the change. The love and reverence 
that surrounded the Babe of Bethle- 
hem have made all children pre- 
cious. We spend much care today 
upon their bodies. We spend much 
thought on the education of their 
minds. It warms the heart to see 



ZJke War i^t 



¥ 



Official organ of The Salvation Array 
in Canada and Bermuda. William Booth, 
Pounder; Albert Orsborn, General; 
"William R. Dalzlel, Territorial Com- 
mander, International Headquarters, 
Denmark Hill, London; Territorial Head- 
quarters, 538 Jarvis Street, Toronto 5, 
Ontario, Canada. 

Printed for The Salvation Army in 
Canada and Bermuda by The Salvation 
Army Printing House, 471 Jarvis Street, 
Toronto 5, Ontario, Canada. 

Authorized as Second Class Mail, Post 
Office Department, Ottawa. 

All editorial communications should be 
addressed to the Editor, 471 Jarvis 
Street, Toronto B, Ontario. Enquiries 
regarding- shipments and subscription 
rates should be made to the Printing 
Secretary at the same address. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: A copy of 
The War Cry, including the special 
Easter and Christmas issues, will be 
mailed each week for one year to any 
address in Canada or the United States 
for $5.00 prepaid. 



CHRISTMAS NUMBER 




is still only a manger where animals 
are fed and not a cradle where im- 
mortal spirits are nourished, and 
many are only lodging places and 
not shrines of truth and righteous- 
ness. The idea of parenthood needs 
raising. It is not in God's purpose 
that parents should merely be pro- 
viders of food and shelter. 

We need to recapture the rever- 
ence in the eyes of Mary when she 
looked on her new-born child, and 
which was in the eyes of Christ Him- 
self when later on He set a child in 
the midst and said, "Of such is the 
Kingdom of Heaven." 

Mary saw In her child the gift of 



God. "My soul doth magnify the 
Lord," she sang. It was a call to a 
dedicated life that her love might 
became a channel for the love of 
God. There is no other way in which 
He can become real to the heart 
of a child. We can only make our 
children conscious of the laws of 
righteousness if they see that these 
are the laws we ourselves live by. 

"In childhood," says a great re- 
ligious teacher, "we were brought 
near to God, not by mere instruc- 
tion, but by that personal life sancti- 
fied of God which found expression 
there." 

Only the character moulded in 
such homes can be the foundation of 
a sound society. Good houses are not 
enough. "Stone walls do not a prison 
make," nor do they make a' temple 
or build the city of God. That only 
happens when Christ comes to dwell 
in houses we build. 

The crazy stable close at hand, 
With shaking timber and sinking sand, 
Grew a stronger thing to abide and stand 
Than the square stones of Rome. 

To have a child to care for, our 
own or another, is a mighty privi- 
lege. It can open our hearts for the 
entry of God. But this will only 
happen if the child awakens not 
only our material concern but also 
our faith in God and our need of His 
grace. "Whosoever shall receive this 
child in my name receiveth me," 
said Jesus. "Whosoever shall receive 
me, receiveth Him that sent me." 
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HOW many wise men visited the child 
Jesus? We do not know. Theip num- 
ber or names are not recorded on the 
pages of Sacred Writ. True, they brought 
gold, frankincense, and myrrh— the 
gifts were three in number, but the 
camel caravan (if they used camels) may 
have borne a score or more wise men who 
followed the star. Gold represented king- 
ship; frankincense, priesthood; myrrh, 
suffering. 
Why were they called wise men? They 
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knew the signs of the heavens. They 
said: "Where is He that is born King of 
the Jews? For we have seen His star 
in the East, and are come to worship 
Him." (Matthew 2:2) 

Their astrological wisdom, however, 
was given of God; their gifts were God- 
inspired, and they were exceedingly wise 
when they "fell down and worshipped 
Him." (Matthew 2:11) 

Who are wise men today? He who 
would be wise is the man, woman, bay 
or girl who "kneels down and worships 
Christ," receiving Him into heart and 
life. "For God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that who- 
soever believeth in Him should not per- 
ish, but have everlasting life." (John 
3:16) 
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When tht'i/ i:Hit' the star, they re- 
joiced with exceeding great joy. 
Matthew 2: 10. 1 am , . . the Bright 
and Morning Star. — Revelation 22: 16 
»HAT would Christmas be 
without a star! It is, per- 
haps, amongst the most 
familiar signs to be seen 
during the Christmas fes- 
tival. I confess to a great liking for 
the Scandinavian custom of placing 
an illuminated star in at least one 
window in the home and keeping it 
there for a period of four weeks 
before Christmas Day. This custom 
I have — to the delight of my neigh- 
bours — adopted in the house where 
I now live. 

A star loomed large in the Bethle- 
hem story. The Wise Men who had 
seen the new and magnificent star 
in the East followed it for very 
many miles and for very many days 
until it stayed over a village inn. 
The sight of it had caused them to 
wonder and rejoice and, in question- 
ing mood, they came to a stable in 
Bethlehem where, in humility, they 
bowed at the side of a manger crib, 
wherein lay as a Babe the One who 
said of Himself: "I am the Bright 
and Morning Star." 

That was the last thing that Christ 
said about Himself: "I am . . . the 
Bright and Morning Star . . ." And 
a star wag the first sign that herald- 
ed Ilia coming. 
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The things that Christ said of 
Himself all make their particular 
appeal. He called Himself the Good 
Shepherd, the Bread of Life, the 
Light of the World, the Fountain of 
Living Water and, at the close of the 
Book of Revelation, is this title of 
surpassing beauty: "The Bright and 
morning Star"! 

A star is a guide. Because of their 
unalterable rhythm of movement 
the stars have kept sailors and ex- 
plorers upon their true course from 
time immemorial. To a questioning 
traveller an air pilot said: "Clouds 
do not trouble or distress us, for we 
rise until we see the stars and then 
we set our course with certainty." 

In spirit let us follow those Wise 
Men as they followed the star that 
appeared in the dark heavens un- 
til it brought them to where the 
Child of Mary lay. For them was 
no disillusionment. For them was 
no mistake. For them was no wrong 
turning. For them were no false 
hopes or unfulfilled expectations! 

Countless millions declare with 
convincing zeal that Christ— the 
Bright and Morning Star— never led 
a following soul astray. When men 
have fearlessly followed His teach- 
ing and have chosen Him as their 
Example; when nations and peoples 
have set their course by Him and 
by His truth, then safety and satis- 
faction and security have followed. 



Is it not strange that men and 
women are slow to learn from their 
mistakes? Is it not strange that in 
this one Certainty men are unwill- 
ing to place their trust? It has been 
proved through the ages to man's 
constant hurt and loss that, when he 
sets his course by the thing's of earth 
and not of Heaven, the horizon be- 
comes clouded and he misses his 
way. 

Because a star is a guide it be- 
comes the source of hope. Those 
Wise Men were the forerunners of 
millions who have seen that other 
and greater Star — the Bright and 
Morning Star — Christ Himself; and 
in the sight of that Star has been 
kindled a great hope. 

Christ— as the Source of Hope- 
has ever communicated to the mind 
of man an invincible supernatural 
confidence in God and in the prom- 
ises that He has made, and out of 
this confidence has grown the power 
to lay hold of and pursue courage- 
ously the highest good, which is God 
Himself. 

When men make the things of 
this world the object of their hope 
they soon discover that such things 
lack permanence and perfection. 
Christ as the Bright and Morning 
Star ever saves those who follow 
Him from presumption and despair. 
He who follows the Christ as the 
Bright and Morning Star is troubled 
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at nothing' that comes his way. 

Think of the dignity of a star. 
Turn your face heavenward on a 
clear night and you will at once 
realize that your eyes arc beholding 
something" steady and enduring in 
the blazing light of a star. 

No king ever bore himself with 
greater dignity than Christ, and 
even when one follows His move- 
ments as a humble peasant there is 
a dignity about His bearing that 
commands attention. There was 
never anything- .flippant in His life, 
but always the dignity of One who 
knew that manhood was a glorious 
thing because man was God's crea- 
tion. 

It seems trite to say that a star 
shines best on the darkest night. 
I remember standing on the steps 
of a Salvation Army hall in London 
during the earlier days of the Sec- 
ond World War and hearing a bands- 
man declare that it had needed the 
coming of the "blackout" to make 
him aware of the glory of the stars. 

Christ has ever revealed Himself 
in the world's darkest hours. When 
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other "stars" must fall into their 
rightful position. His brightness put 
all other stars into the background; 
none can match His brilliance, 

"What is a star?" was the question 
of a small child who one night gaz- 
ed up into the heavens. Her own 
pretty idea was that it was a little 
hole in the floor of Heaven through 
which shone the glory of the Celes- 
tial City. 

"Foolish!" says the philosophical- 
ly-minded person. Perhaps so! But 
has not Christ — the Bright and Morn- 
Star — let into this world the glory 
of Heaven? Has He not brought 
Heaven to earth by His coming, and 
does He not — as the Morning Star 
—herald that clay of perpetual bliss 
that shall eventually be known by 
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tyranny and brute force have stalk- 
ed through the land, and voices have 
thundered from the thrones of the 
world's Caesars, then has shone 
forth somewhere the glory of the 
Bright and Morning Star. 

When the dark clouds of hate and 
bitterness have hung low over the 
world and animosity has seemed to 
obscure all that spoke of love, we 
have known that Christ had not 
forsaken His world — the Bright and 
Morning Star still shone! 

The Wise Men saw the star and 
rejoiced, and in that joy was to be 
found a forecast of that universal 
joy which always comes to the hu- 
man heart when men turn their eyes 
to Christ — for in following Him they 
find the source of all their joy. 

When they look at Christ through 
eyes that are not blinded by pre- 
judice or doubt, and when they 
put Him in His rightful place, all 



all who have followed Him? 

Men are for ever declaring that 
mankind is passing through one of 
the great crises in human history. 
They speak of the "darkness of this 
age". Changes are constantly tak- 
ing place because we live in a time 
of revolution. 

Man is in a state of mental and 
spiritual dizziness and a 
great darkness overshadows 
him. His sense of helpless- 
ness and frustration, as he 
seeks to solve some of his 
problems, crushes out hope 
in the human heart. All 
ideals for a new and better 
order seem to prove futile. 
Yet, if man would only look 
up he would behold a light 
— the Bright and Morning 
Star. 

It is by the hard road of 
painful frustration that man 



will ultimately come to know that 
good news we declare at this Christ- 
mastide and at all times: that 
in that Bright and Morning Star is 
a Guide who fails not. That is the 
Christ — the Bright and Morning 
Star — the world's only Hope. 



A STAR hung low in an eastern 
^ sky. 

On a night in the long ago, 
And Wise Men followed that btjcfc'- 
ning gleam — 
Pressed onward, with hear t s 
aglow; 
For the star proclaimed to a weary 
world 
The truth of a seer's dream; 
And it led aright to the infant 
Christ 
Whom they worshipped with -joy 
supreme. H.P.W. 
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THE tidying up and watering of 
the lawns and ilowerbeds, 
planning a cold Christmas dinner, 
practising items on the front porch 
for our Christmas programme, and 
living through some extremely hot 
days were among the preparations 
at the Hogar Evangelina, in 
Quilmes, the first Christmas I spent 
in South America. 

The main event of the season was 
our "fiesta" on December 22. Six- 
teen invited guests, among whom 
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were Lt.-Commissioner and Mrs. F. 
Ham, Brigadier and Mrs. S. Larsson 
and their two children, the presi- 
dent and some members of the 
Hogar Evangelina auxiliary sat 
down with the Matron, Brigadier 
Mrs. M. Kuttner, the writer, Lieu- 
tenant Arrieta, the employees, and 
over fifty children to the annual 
Christmas dinner. The dinner was 
typically an Argentine preparation, 
of chicken, cold roast beef, mixed 
vegetable salad on lettuce, sliced 
tomatoes, olives, rolls and butter, 
dried fruits, nuts, candies, fruit 
bread, with ice cream and a well- 
known soft drink. 

The children enjoyed wearing tiny 
paper hats of various colours and 
designs. A pleasant hour was en- 
joyed by all around the tables. 

Following the dinner, a Christmas 
programme of songs, recitations and 
a drill, concluded with a visit from 
Santa Claus, who brought presents 
to the children, all this going to 
make up a happy evening. Especially 
was this so for the children. They 
have no toys or playground equip- 
ment, and Santa brought them what 
they asked for— a football for Luis, 
age thirteen, and a doll for Ester, 
age four, and so on. 



Christmas Eve was spent in the 
garden, the adults being satisfied 
with watching the moon and stars. 
The children had firecrackers with 
which to celebrate the eve before 
the commemoration of the birth of 
Christ. They stayed up until 11.30, 
when light refreshments were serv- 
ed, and all went to bed happy. Some 
excitement was aroused when a 
former boy of the home, who still 
resides here, threw a "sparkler" in 
the air and it landed atop a tall old 
palm tree. A merry blaze quickly 
ensued, and water from the hose 
eventually put it out. 

On Christmas' Day special favors 
and treats were placed on the tables, 
and a dinner of beefsteak and 
creamed potatoes was prepared. 

When one receives Christmas 
cards depicting snow scenes, bright 
homes with cosy fires, and words in 
English, it is a vast contrast with 
that of Argentina, but through all 
the varying experiences of a new 
country, one is drawn ever nearer 
to the One who called him or her 
to work with people who live in 
darkness. I pray that God will, in 
some way, lead these dear people 
to the knowledge of their sins for- 
given. 




A Letter To A Prisoner 



THE following letter is a sample 
of the friendly missives that are 
written by a company of Christian 
women in England. A supply of 
these is received by the Toronto 
Prison Department of The Salvation 
Army and given to numbers of 
prisoners visited. 

My dear Friend. This letter 
comes to bring you a Christmas 
greeting. The writer is unknown 
to you, but will be thinking of you 
on Christmas morning as you read 
this. You are not forgotten. I wish 
we could talk together. I can 
imagine you saying to me, "What 
does Christmas mean to you?" I 
think I should answer that question 
something like this: Christmas says 
three things to me. It tells me that 
GOD KNOWS. The most important 



thing about Christmas is not the 
presents and cards, or even the 
jollifications at home which you are 
missing this year, but the fact that 
God sent His Son, He became man, 
and knew the meaning of tempta- 
tion, of sorrow, of loneliness. Be- 
cause He knew them, He knows to- 
day, and understands all your need. 

Then GOD LOVES. "God so 
loved the world, that He gave His 
only begotten Son" (John 3:16). 
How do I know that? I know be- 
cause He showed that love to the 
uttermost on the Cross where Jesus 
died. "God was in Christ, recon- 
ciling the world unto Himself" (2 
Corinthians 5:19). He did not stand 
aloof, but came where we were in 
all our wrong; and loving us to the 
uttermost, He died in our stead 
upon the Cross, and He still loves. 

More than that, GOD CARES. No, 
I did not say "He cared" long years 
ago. I said, "He cares", and I mean 
it — cares for the so-called good peo- 
ple, cares for the bad people — cares 
for us as we are. And the thrill 
of the real Christian good news is 
that He is prepared to take us as 
we are, and re-make us. That is 




From a friend whose 

Christian love made 

her care for forgotten 

men 



strong love, the kind of love that 
God above can give us. 

Well, as I said, I wish we could 
have a talk together this Christmas 
morning, but instead, get hold of 

these three facts GOD KNOWS 

you, GOD LOVES you, GOD CARES 
for you. That is our side of the pic- 
ture. When anyone makes us an 
offer, two courses of action are open 
to us. One is to accept; the other 
is to neglect the offer. It is so with 
the offer of the love and help of 
the God who knows us, loves us, 
and cares for us. We can, if we will, 
adopt the attitude of "I couldn't 
care less", or, we can clinch with His 
offer, thank Him and let Him take 
over the control of our lives. Pray- 
ing that God will help you to 
understand and enter into these 
blessings this Christmas-tide, 

Yours sincerely, F. D. C. 
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What Was the True Character of "Good King Wenceslas?" 



THE story of the chilly pil- 
grimage of "Good King Wen- 
ceslas" — a tenth century 
Czechoslovakian monarch — 
to the poor dates back to the 
earliest chroniclers. They relate 
how, disguised as a forester, and ac- 
companied only by his faithful page, 
Podevin, he would go into the woods 
in the coldest weather to cut wood 
for the needy. By treading in his 
master's footsteps, the page did not 
feel the cold. 

It is this legend which inspired 
the carol written by Rev. J. M. 
Neale a century ago. Side by side 
with these legends of the religious 
Wenceslas stands the legend of 
Wenceslas, or Vaclav, as the Czechs 
call him, the patron saint of Bo- 
hemia. Throughout the centuries he 
has been the saint who has blessed 
their long struggle for liberty. His 
lance, borne at the head of the 
Czech armies, presaged victory. The 
Hussites, who bore his image on 
their shields, attributed their success 
to his protective influence. 

If his carol is not sung in his own 
country there is a Wenceslas can- 
ticle which for 500 years, has been 
the national anthem of the Czechs. 
It was sung by the Hussites. It was 
sung during the dark years after the 
Battle of the White Mountain, It 
was sung during the revolutionary 
movement in 1848, when the Czechs 
strove in vain to throw off the 
Austrian yoke. It was sung clan- 
destinely, because it was forbidden 
by the enemy, during the two great 
wars. It is being sung similarly now 
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— under the hated Soviet yoke. 

Today, its two most famous lines, 
"Saint Wenceslas, remember thy 
race, thy people, suffer not us nor 
our children to perish," adorn the 
great Wenceslas statue on Wen- 
ceslas Square in Prague. 

Wenceslas, in fact, has become 
the national hero of his people. His 
square is the Trafalgar Square of 
Prague. Very curious is the double 
interpretation which has made of 
Wenceslas to his people a land of 
Nelson, and to the rest of the world 
a symbol of the Christian virtues. 

How is it that, at every Christ- 
mastide, millions of Anglo-Saxon 
voices are raised in praise of a 
Czech saint? Who was this King 
Wenceslas, of whom it is safe to 
say that not one Englishman, Can- 
adian or American in a hundred 
knows more than the mere name? 

A Princely Orphan 

The words of the carol were 
written by the author of "Brief life 
is here our portion" and "Jerusalem, 
the golden," who based his carol on 
one of the many legends which 
surround St. Wenceslas' name, and 
fitted the words to a beautiful me- 
dieval tune, which had previously 
been used for a spring carol. 

Born in 907, Wenceslas was the 
grandson of Borijov, the first Chris- 
tian Prince of Bohemia, and of Lud- 
milla, the first Czech saint. His 
father, Wratislav, fell fighting 
against the Hungarians in 920 and, 
during the period of Wenceslas' 
minority, the reins of power were 
placed in the hands of his mother, 
Drahomira. Wenceslas and his 
brother, Boleslav, were entrusted to 
the care of Ludmilla. 

Drahomira was no ordinary wom- 
an. She was ambitious and loved 
power. Her fiery character, too, 
had been only imperfectly sup- 
pressed by the adoption of Chris- 
tianity. Among the Bohemian 
nobles there were two parties: one 
Christian and pro-Ludmilla, and 
the other pagan and anti-Ludmilla. 
Drahomira sided with the pagans 
and, directly or indirectly, was re- 
sponsible for the murder of her 
saintly mother-in-law. 

After running considerable dan- 
gers, Wenceslas assumed control of 
the principality in 925. He was then 
eighteen. His most important con- 
tribution to history was his peace 
treaty with Henry, the Fowler. By 
making terms with that powerful 
monarch, he saved the Slavs of 
Central Europe from extinction. 

He was, however, too advanced 
for his times and, years later, his 
brother Boleslav, secure of the sup- 



port of the pagan party, determined 
to murder him. He therefore in- 
vited Wenceslas to a banquet at his 
castle. 

When Wenceslas arrived, the con- 
spirators had planned to kill him 
at the banquet. Thrice they stealth- 
ily drew their swords from beneath 
their garments. Thrice they stood 
up with murder in their hearts. 
"But God, desiring perchance to let 
the following day (on which as yet 
no festival fell) become a Saint's 
Day, did not permit them to ac- 
complish their designs." 

The conspirators therefore de- 
termined to kill Wenceslas on his 
way to church the next morning. 
For this purpose they caused the 
doors of the church to be bolted, so 
that the king could not find sanctu- 
ary. 

As Wenceslas approached the 
church, Boleslav ran from his hid- 
ing place and struck the first blow. 
Wenceslas caught the sword with 
his bare hand, but not wishing to 
stain his soul with the crime of 
fratricide, threw it on the ground. 
Boleslav's followers then rushed 
forward and, with swords and 
spears, dispatched the unfortunate 
Prince as he strove in vain to open 
the church door. 

Rich In Legend 

This is, briefly, the history Of 
Wenceslas. Subsequently, Catholics 
all over the world and his own 
countrymen have invested his name 
with rich garlands of legend. 

There are a thousand stories of 
his saintliness: how he vowed him- 
self to life-long chastity, how he 
wore a hair shirt under his mag- 
nificent robes, "thus shining equally 
before God and man"; how he was 
assiduous at divine service and daily 
made an offering — 'gathering and 
threshing the wheat and culling and 
pressing the grapes with his own 
hands in order to prepare the bread 
and wine. 

We need not be ashamed that, 
year in, year out, we continue to 
teach our children "Good King 
Wenceslas," and thus to remember 
the meek Bohemian prince who, 
possessing great riches, spurned 
them and gave to the poor. 

Charity and service to our neigh- 
bours are still the greatest and, to 
put them at their lowest value, the 
most satisfying of all the Christian 
virtues. Today, more than ever, the 
words are true: 

"Therefore Christian men be sure, 
Wealth or rank possessing, 
You who now do bless the poor 
Shall yourselves find blessing." 
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.EAVEN'S first word to 
earth, after the birth of 
Jesus; a word sounding 
anew the key-note of God's 
persistent message to fear- 
ing men throughout the ages; a 
word that comes to us with a new 
significance in these unprecedented 
days— FEAR NOT! 

It was by no means a new word. 
Over and over again it is scattered 
through the pages of the Old and 
New Testament, from the book of 
Genesis; "Fear not, Abram; I am thy 
shield and thy exceeding great re- 
ward," to the book of Revelation: 
"Fear not; I am the first and the 
last, I am He that liveth and was 
dead; and behold I am alive for 
evermore." 

First to Abram, returning from 
war, refreshed by that strange and 
mystic ministry of Melchizedek, after 
refusing the reward which the king of 
Sodom offered him; the heart of 
this man of faith was perturbed by 
the excitement of victory and the 
temptation to compromise with the 
world. "Fear not, I am thy shield." 
It was in My strength thou didst win 
the battle. "And thy exceeding great 
reward." Thou hast lost nothing by 
refusing what the king of Sodom 
offered thee. 

Then, over and over again through 
the pages of scripture, this word of 
encouragement and hope is uttered: 
"Fear not." To individuals, to na- 
tions, through stress, through sor- 
row, through sinning; always Hea- 
ven's voice to earth, always the di- 
vine approach to man, always the 
word that came out of confusion and 
perplexity, inspiring new confidence 
and enabling men to set their faces 
towards the distant goal; 'Tear not." 

d 'Oh ? litiah thft noise, ye men of afciiftf, 
And let the angels sing." 

Christmas reminds us again of 



this message coming with new 
clearness and with profound mean- 
ing', challenging and silencing the 
fears of the shepherds. "I bring you 
good tidings of great joy, which 
shall be to all people. For unto you 
is born this day a Saviour . . ." 

CAN we not pause a moment in 
the perplexities and anxieties 
of the 1954 Christmas season, 
and consider this word, first, as the 
shepherds heard it, secondly, as 
Christ vindicated it, and finally, as 
the necessities of our day demand it? 

To enter into the heart of the 
message as the shepherds heard it, 
we must become children again. The 
sophistication and cleverness that 
escapes from childhood is so often 
spiritual loss. 

"And there were shepherds abid- 
ing in the field, keeping watch over 
their flock by night." 

When we were children we 
thought of that night with wide- 
open eyes; night with its silence 
and solemnity. "And the glory of 
the Lord shone round about them," 
and out of the glory— a voice. Sud- 
denly these shepherd watchers of 
the night were brought into a con- 
sciousness of the presence of God. 
They did not understand it although 
they recognized it. To them it was 
infinitely awe-inspiring and their 
first feeling would be that it was 
impossible for them to dwell in the 
glory of that Presence. The glory of 
the Lord filled them with fear. 

He Came to Transform Lifts 

To that state of mind the angel- 
message was— -"Fear not—good tid- 
ings." God has laid His glory by 
and, in the Babe, has touched hu- 
manity, and the purpose of His com- 
ing is that we can dwell with Him 
and He with us. 

Again, we can imagine the work- 
ing of the shepherd mind. This glory 
shining in the night, re-vealed their 
poverty, their rags, the worthless- 
ness of things. But still the message 
is the same: "Fear not". He had 
come to share their poverty, in order 
that He might communicate His 
wealth. The glory shining around 



these men would do for them what 
that glory ever does, when in some 
mystic, but very real sense, it re- 
veals moral and spiritual poverty, 
unworthiness, failure and sin. 

But the message is the same, 
"Fear not, for behold I bring you 
good tidings of great joy, which shall 
be to all people. For unto you is 




born this day, in the city of David, 
a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.' 3 

A Saviour for dealing with sin; a 
Saviour for the regeneration and 
recovery of all the spiritual forces 
of our being. This was all prophecy, 
when the angel uttered the words to 
the shepherds; but Christ has vindi- 
cated this prophetic word of the 
angel- messenger by the actualities 
of His mission and the glorious ef- 
fects they have produced. 
Men Were Changed 

Christ vindicated this word in His 
human life. He faced bad men, like 
the prodigal, with a love and for- 
giveness that never failed, and was 
never dismayed. He found selfish 
men like Zaccheus, but He refused 
to let their meanness blind His eyes 
to their possibilities. He took im- 
petuous, unreliable men of sand, 
like Peter, and transformed and es- 
tablished them as rock. 

Christ vindicates this prophetic 
word today. Just as His presence 
and power gave a new experience 
of unity and integration to the first 
disciples, so His Spirit brings har- 
mony today, not only into the 
church, the Body of Christ, but also 
into the life of the individual. 

Some who read this will be con- 
scious of discord within themselves, 
instincts that are unsatisfied and 
uncontrollable, contradictory im- 
pulses which pull in different di- 
rections. In Paul's words, they "see 
another law in my members, war- 
ring against the law of my mind, 
and bringing me into captivity to 
the law of sin, which is in my 
members." 
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,-fyHESE chaotic and insurgent instincts are potential 
£J\ sources of energy and confidence, if rightly directed 
^W'but, if lacking in co-ordination, they dissipate 
vitality and lead to anxieties and fears and the incapacity 
to deal with life's problems. 

The birth of Jesus Christ into the world marked the 
beginning of a new order. The new order revealed itself 
in power — "power to become the sons of God" and to 
the reality of the power of this new order, Christian 
experience testifies. Christ has proved Himself to be 
the transformer of human personality, saving men and 
women from the downward drag of their lower nature, 
and leading them into fellowship with God; but it is 
only as we welcome Christ into iir hearts that we can 
know the absence of fear, and experience the meaning 
of Whittier's words: 

"And iet our ordered lives confess 
The beauty of Thy peace." 

Finally, what does this Christmas message, "Fear 
not," say to us today? Each must listen for himself for 
the answer to that question. Someone is saying: "I am 
a sinner.'* Fear not. "Be of good cheer; thy sins be 
forgiven thee." Someone is saying: "I am bereft. Last 
Christmas there sat at the table with me a loved one 
who today is gone." Fear not. "If we believe that 
Jesus died and rose again, even so them also which 
sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him." 

Someone is saying: "Life has become a nightmare; 
everything which makes it worth while seems to be 
slipping away. Laughter, pleasant plans, congenial and 
rewarding tasks, innocent delights and interests have 
given way to wearing anxieties." 

But Christmas comes with its sense of wonder and 
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its message of cheer. Don't miss it! "Be not afraid." 
"As thy clays, so shall thy strength be." "My grace is 
sufficient for thee," was the promise that came to Paul 
in the hour of his dire need. It comes to us similarly, 
and we see, as Paul saw with utmost clearness, that 
this involves not the removal of difficulties, but the 
achievement of victory in them and over them. 

Let us, then, thank God for Christmas bells and 
angel songs. Heaven comes to earth. Help is nigh at 
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hand. The phantoms of fear, sin, sorrow, and death 
are passing. "God is our refuge and strength . . . 
therefore will not we fear, though the earth be removed, 
and the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea." 

"There was a Baby born In Bethlehem, 
I know they say that this and that's in doubt, 
That learned men, who surely should know best, 
Explain how myths crept in, 
And followers' tales confused the truth. 

"I know .... but anyway 
There was a Baby born in Bethlehem 
Who lived— and grew—and healed— and taught- 
Was it for me? 

"When Christmas comes I see Him still arise, 
Wiping earth's tear,"? away, 
The gentle, the compassionate, the wise. 
Stilling her strife, 

Calling: 'My path is Pnace, My way is Life.'" 
FEAR NOT 
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[E left His Father's throne above. 
So free, so infinite His grace; 
Emptied Himself of all but love 

And bled for Adam's helpless race. 
'Tis mercy all — immense and free— 

For, my God, it found out me! 

* * $ 

Amazing love! how can it be 
That Tho% my God, shouldst die for me? 

Charles Wesley 
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E had only room for twenty of the scores of vivid greeting cards sei 
world, in most of which The Salvation Army flag flies. We wish 
print them in all their glowing colours, but we shall have to be c« 
purposely chosen cards that display a scene or object typical of t 
than the conventional religious subject, but every nation has cards that < 
These cards represent, reading counter-clockwise from the kangaroo: Austrj 
Ceylon, (in the same row) Yugoslavia, Brazil, Norway. (Bottom row) Dcnn 
Greece, German-Switzerland, (up right side and along top) Jamaica, Peru 
Mexico. The glorious Gospel of redeeming love is capable of universal a 
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• .Y appointment to the Canadian Territory came 
at a time when the Christmas number of THE 
WAR CRY was almost ready to go to press. 
However, the Editor fell that the readers would appre- 
ciate a message from the new Chief Secretary, and 
therefore I hasten to send greetings to the third of a 
million persons— from coast to coast of this vast land 
—who will purchase and read the Army's periodical. 
My Yulelide message must necessarily he brief, Imt 
I join with all other Christians at this festive season 
in rejoicing once again as the sweet, old story of 
Redeeming Love is sounded forth as it has been for 
nearly twenty centuries. The tale of the great news of 
the birth of a Saviour— coming to simple shepherds 
in the fields at night, and to the Wise Men of the 
East — never fails to capture the imagination, and thrills 



us with the; realization that God cared enough for the 
denizens of this dark world to make provision for 
their happiness on earth and their welfare in eternity. 
"God rest you merry, gentlemen; 
Let nothing ynu dismay; 
. Remember Christ, our Saviour, 
Was born on Christmas Day." 
This old-fashioned carol will warm your heart 
afresh as you accept its message as the good news of 
God. May He bless you and yours! 




A GRADUATE of Windsor Grace 
Hospital, Miss M. Rotason, Bans- 
warn, S. Rajasthen, India, writes: 
A cheerful wood fire is blazing in 
the fireplace and my toes wriggle 
appreciatively in its warmth. Yes, 
it's cold even here in Banswara! 
It really seems like Christmas. 
There's a crispness find tingle in the 
air that is almost Canadian, That 
is true only of the mornings, eve- 
nings and nights, of course. The 
afternoons are hot — so hot that the 
need of blankets and fires seems in- 
credible. 

I did a bit of Christmas shopping 
this afternoon. How different are our 
shops from Canadian stores! Not 
one shop was decorated with the 
red and green and silver that we 
associate with Christmas; nowhere 
was new merchandise displayed with 
tempting skill; nowhere was evident 
that radiant spirit of joy and good- 
will that is the essence of Christ- 
mas. 

Nowhere in the bazaars that is. 
Our little Christian community tells 
a different story. Our compound 
fairly bristles with activity. Prepar- 
ations for Bara Din (Christmas) 
are going on at a great pace. Each 
morning, from the busy little school- 
house, comes the sweet sound of 
children's voices, as they sing again 
that wondrous old-new Story; in" the 
afternoon the tinkle of tiny bells 
reaches our ears. These bells are 
tied around the ankles of our little 
school-girls, and how merrily they 
jingle as the children practise their 
pretty, Hindustani drills. Yes, re- 
hearsals are well under way for 
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the annual Christinas concert, and 
little brown faces have assumed a 
new importance. Each evening the 
hostel boys raise their voices lustily 
as they echo the angels' song of 
peace and goodwill. The nurses, too, 
are busy. They are rehearsing a 
Christmas presentation practising 
whenever their already full hospit- 
al schedule _ will permit. The choir, 
too, is raising its melodious voice 
in those beloved carols — some new 
and some old. 

Here and there, on sheltered ver- 
andahs the city dorzis (dressmakers) 
are hard at work. Every little girl 
must have a new frock for Christ- 
mas and every little boy a new 
shirt. Even the big boys — their fa- 
thers, in other words — must have a 
new shirt, and mother goes happily 
to the bazaar to buy a new sari for 
herself. Yes, we're a happy com- 



pound. We know 
the meaning of that 
angel song "Glory 
to God in the High- 
est and on earth 
peace, goodwill to- 
ward men." As we 
sing it and live it 
with renewed fer- 
vour, we hop,-; its 
message will reach 
a few more hearts. 
A week or so ago 
# m, i * ^tended confer- 

Jfflll Xt ences in Baitalpur 

W ■? and Bilaspur, both 

places a three-day 
journey away from 
here. As we went 
to the Bilaspur sta- 
tion to catch a homeward bound 
train, we were amazed to find the 
station literally alive with people. 
At least three thousand people 
were there. And all were bound for 
the same place! A few w r eeks ago it 
was rumoured that an eleven-year- 
old boy had the power to heal all 
manner of diseases and, since then, 
people have been flocking to him 
by the thousands, hoping for mi- 
raculous cures. The boy is supposed 
to have received this* power from 
God, via a sadhu (Hindu saint). As 
we looked at this crowd, realizing 
that there were hundreds of similar 
crowds at other railway stations, we 
felt somewhat as Jesus must have 
felt when He saw the multitudes 
and "was moved with compassion 
on them, because they fainted and 
were scattered abroad, as sheep 
having no shepherd." 
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THE ARf^V PROGRAMME would not be complete in any territory without Its 
Christmas earo! effort. Whether it is under tropica! skies or am id Canada's snows— 
as in 4hfs picture— the cheering m«ssage of the birth of a Saviour is sent forth 

by instrument or voice. 
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is your 
Christmas carol? With so 
many beloved songs heard 
at Christmastide, that may 
mean a difficult choice. Suppose you 
ask yourself that question, however, 
and then hold yourself strictly to 
one. What would it be? 

Such a question was asked by the 
Methodist Recorder, London on a 
recent Yuletide. Half a dozen 
persons were carefully selected to 
give the answers. Three were min- 
isters, and three were women. The 
answer placed first came from the 
former vice-president of the confer- 
ence, Mrs. David Lewis, the only 
woman tip to that time ever elected 
to that highest position in which a 
layman can serve. The direct ques- 
tion was this: "If you had only one 
hymn in a Christmas morning ser- 
vice, which, would you choose, and 
why?" 

After mentioning the difficulty of 
such a choice from "all the lovely 
familiar words in many hymns," 
Mrs. Lewis gave as reasons for her 
final selection: "It must have great 
quality, great sympathy, and, above 
all, great praise; it must take us 
straight to Bethlehem to 'see this 
thing which is come to pass.' " Then 
she stated that, in her opinion, there 
is only one hymn that fulfills all 
these conditions, namely, "O come, 
all ye faithful." Mrs. Lewis con- 
tinued, "Perhaps it is the noble 
march of the triple repetition that 
gives such an exhibition of rejoicing, 
and compels such humble adoration, 
and draws us altogether into one 
great worshipping family, as we 
kneel at the manger and sing once 
again, 'O come, let tis adore Him, 
Christ the Lord.' " 

The second woman said, as she 
£ave the experiences of her early 
"Because of its memories I 
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would choose, 'Hark! the herald 
angels sing.' " 

The selection made by the third 
woman was a hymn written by 
Charles Wesley: 

Let earth and Heaven agree. 
Angels and men be joined, 

To celebrate with me 
The Saviour of mankind, 

To adore the all-atoning Lairds, 
And bless the sound of Jesu: r 
name. 

Largely unfamiliar to Canadians 
was the Christmas song chosen by 
one of the ministers. It was that of 
Laurence Housrnan: 

O perfect Love, outpassing sight 
O Light beyond our ken, 
Come down through all tfaa 
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S, I think," said the Rev. L. Davi- 
son, who made this choice, "this is 
one of the few genuine Christmas 
carols that have been composed 
since the Middle Ages. ... It glows 
with that devotion, joy, and wonder 
that fill the Christian as he contem- 
plates the holy mystery of the in- 
carnation." Then he adds: "Here in 
delightfully fresh English. . , . 
Housman sings the oft-forgotten 
truth that Christ the Creator is al- 
so Christ the Redeemer. . . . This 
gives his hymn a sparkling clarity. 
. . . This hymn grows on you with 
the years." 

Another minister, Kev. F. B. 
Westbrook, spoke with great auth- 
ority, for he is at present an out- 
standing musician in his own de- 
nomination and country. He said, 
"Reluctant as I should be to pass by 
such glorious hymns as 'Christians, 
■awake' . . . and even more 'Hark! 
the herald angels sing/ my choice 
would fall on, 'O come, all ye faith- 
ful' It is universal in its appeal, and 
is well-nigh a perfect specimen of 
what good hymn writing ought to 
be. The origin of the words and the 
music are lost in obscurity. Yet they 
are, withal, perfectly mated." Then 
follows a strong sentence, " 'O come, 
■all ye faithful' seems destined to 
live as long as the Christian faith 
endures among men." 

Three out of the six chosen Eng- 
lish writers, therefore, selected the 
same hymn. This, perhaps, might 
not have happened in North Ameri- 
ca. Yet "O come, all ye faithful," is 
greatly beloved in our land, and 
finds a cherished place in our songs 
at the Christmas season. 

"I never before heard anything so 
beautiful," exclaimed a high-school 
girl, as she returned with glowing 
enthusiasm from attending her first 
community tree, where she heard a 
noted Welsh chorus sing at midnight 
on Christmas Eve around the tall, 
snow-decorated Christmas tree: 

O come, all ye faithful, 

Joyful and triumphant, 

O come ye, O come ye to Beth-* 
lehem; 

Come and behold Him, 

Born the King of angels; 

O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord, 

Dr. W. J. Hart in the 
Sunday-School Times. 
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THE silver stars in the velvety sky 
scintillated like a million diamonds; 
the exquisite tracery of a myriad snow- 
flakes enhanced the loveliness of bush 
and tree, while the shimmer and sheen 
of countless lights and ornaments on 
fragrant branches of spruce, pine, and 
cedar, formed a filigree of fragile love- 
liness upon a thousand snow-covered 
lawns. 

The pungent aroma of spices and 
seasonings drifted from kitchens near 
and far, and mingled with the piquancy 
of the winter woodlands in the warm, 
tree-lighted living-rooms. From the tip 
of the heavenward-pointing spire of the 
stately cathedral on the hill-side, the 
lights flashed in the cross which towers 
above the surrounding countryside, 
symbol of another Cross, of which mil- 
lions have sung — the wide world over; 
"A radiance from the Cross afar, the 
Saviour's love revealing." 

The town — "beautiful for situation" — 
was enfolded in a mantle of such loveli- 
ness as only Christmas seems to bring. 
Suddenly, the stillness of the night was 
broken, and the bells pealed out in Jubila- 
tion. 

* # * 

In a charming bungalow, a hush falls 
upon a small group in the cosy living- 
room. The thoughts of a young husband 
and his bonnie wife, of her parents,, and 
of his, are with the Babe in the manger, 
and with another babe whom they had 
fondly hoped to have in their home, and 
their arms, this Christmastide. Instead, 
there had been a tragic accident, a long 
illness, and the young couple — their 
dreams shattered — feel themselves for- 
tunate to be alive, and well again. 

The young woman says softly, 
"Wouldn't it have been lovely if we 
could have had our 'chosen' baby for 
Christmas?" 

"It would, indeed, darling," her mother 
replies; "but you must be prepared to 
wait." The young man took his wife's 
hand in his, and sympathy, understand- 
ing, and love were in its firm clasp. 

The quiet reveries of the group were 
halted by the shrill ring of the telephone. 
The operator's voice came clearly: "Long 

distance; a call for Mrs. H or her 

husband, if she is not available." A few 
moments of happy and excited conver- 
sation, and a radiant young woman ex- 
Dlains to the four older folk: "That was 
the matron of The Salvation Army hos- 
pital. She has a baby — a girl— for us, 
right how! The young mother had but 
one desire — to live Just long enough to 
see her baby. She died happy in the 
knowledge that, with her child, all would 
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be well. The Major says that everything 
concerning the baby's parentage is so 
right for us, that she is sure that God 
chose her for us; and — we can go and 
get her right awayl" 

And the Jubilant bells rang on, 
* * * 

In another part of the town, a few 
nights previously, a sad-faced woman 
had put the last strands of tinsel on a 
gaily-decorated tree, murmuring as she 
did so: "The children must have their 
Christmas, Just the same. The little ones 
would be lost, indeed, with no tree as 
well as no Daddy. The older ones will 
be cheered a bit by it and by all the 
gifts and goodies which The Salvation 
Army Captain brought. It was so fortun- 
ate that he came when they were alt 
out; and how surprised they will be,, too. 
Bless their hearts! They've no inkling 
of the truth, nor shall they have if I can 
help it;" and a whispered prayer winged 
its way for the erring one in prison. 

Locking the door of the pretty tittle 

living-room, Mrs. s wended her way 

kitchenwards, replenished the fire, and 
put fresh water in the kettle. "The 
children will have a lunch at the Christ, 
mas party, but I'll have a cup of tea 
after they are in bed."' 

A clatter of feet and of excited young 
voices heralded their arrival, and soon 
they were hugging and kissing her and 
all talking at once, until bright-eyed 
Susan, the twelve-year-old "eldest of 
the family" announced: "You know what 
Captain told you children! You were to 
go to bed right away at once. Now then, 
get going." 

In an astonishingly short space of 
time, Susan and her mother were alone. 

"I got myself ready for bed, too, 
mother, captain said ] was to be asleep, 
too, 'quick as a wink;' but before I went 
to sleep I was to tell you that you have 
to stay up till he comes. He has to see 
you about something; but he has some 
chores to do at the hall, first. Goodnight, 
Mother, darling. God bless you!" and in 
a few moments Susan, too, was fast 
asleep. 

Mrs. S again put fresh water in 

the kettle, and put extra cups and 
saucers on the table, for "Mrs. Captain 
may be along, too." 

"Wonder what Captain has to see me 
about? Wonder how Harry is, too? Poor 
Harry; always his own worst enemy. If 
it were not for those good-for-nothing 
pals of his, he would be here with us 
tonight, instead of in Jail in a strange 
town. He must have been bewitched 
when he fell in with their plans." 

As Mrs. S wiped the tears from 

her troubled eyes, she once again 
breathed a prayer for help. 

The tea was made, and a light repast 
placed on the table, when a quiet rap 
on the door announced the Captain's 
arrival. "A very Happy Christmas! I 
cannot stay, now; but hope you like the 
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company I brought you;" and, as the 
car moved away the door opened to ad- 
mit her husbandl 

* * * 

It is late on Christmas Eve. Harry 

S and his wife are having a cup of 

tea together, at the close of a busy, 
happy day. Harry had told her, on the 
night of his return, of the shame and 
remorse that had filled his heart when 
he had found himself with lots of time 
to consider the folly of his ways, and 
look with anxiety and fear upon what 
might be the ultimate outcome. He told 
of the counsel administered by The 
Salvation Army officer who visited him 
in the Jail. 

"He told me exactly what he thought 
of me," said Harry; "and I agreed with 
himl Then he said that The Salvation 
Army would do all in its power to ef- 
fect my release, but, unless I changed 
my ways, I'd again find myself in the 
same predicament. 'Choose, now,' he 
said, 'whether you are going to serve 
God, or serve the Devil.' And I chose 
God." 

There had been a Joyous reunion with 
the children, a visit to his employer, who 
told him that r thanks to the Captain's 
efforts on his behalf, his Job was waiting 
for him, and to the Captain himself, to 
whom he had tendered his heartfelt 
thanks for all his personal help. 

"But for The Salvation Army," Harry 
said, "this Christmas would be a time 
of sheer misery for my wife and my- 
self. In future, God helping me, my 
hands will be amongst those that— the 
world over — make it possible for you to 
be so truthfully called 'the Army of the 
helping hand.' " 

A sudden sound breaks the midnight 
stillness, Harry turns to his wife. 
"Listen, darling; it's Christmas morning! 
Let us kneel together— while the bells 
are ringing — and thank God for all His 
goodness to us!'' And the Joyous bells 
rang on. 
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BY MAJOR EVA LEADBETTER, Winnipeg, Man. 




UST before Christmas there came a 
rap at the quarters' door. On open- 
ing It, the officer found a timid-looking 
young woman before him, who asked: 
"Do you think you could help us with 
some Christmas cheer? I have five young 
children, the oldest of which is seven; 
we have nothing for Christmas." 

Quickly she was Invited in, the particu- 
lars were taken, and she went away 
grateful. A few days later the officer 
was telling the young people's sergeant- 
major about the visit. This children's 
worker said, "I must look them up. Are 
they attending any Sunday school, or 
can we get them to ours?" Some would 
have felt the work was finished when 
the corps officer had given the Christ- 
mas hamper, but not so this local officer. 

On arriving at the address given it was 
found the family lived in an attic. The 
mother was quickly sized up as being 
clean, hard-working and faithful to her 
children, the oldest of which was seven, 
and they were all exceptionally likable. 

"Do they attend any Sunday-school?" 
the mother was asked, and she answered 
in the negative. 

"Wouldn't you like to have them go?" 

"Oh, 1 would love to! But they haven't 



got the clothes they need for this cold 
weather." 

"If I can get them the warm clothing, 
will you let them come to The Salvation 
Army company meeting?" 

"Yes, most gladly," came the reply. 

The Salvationist took a list of the 
needed garments for the fout« little ones 
who were of an age for Sunday school 
There were underwear, stockings, m 
coats, etc. 

At first, she was 
only able to get cloth- 
ing for the two boys, 
and this she took out 
the following Sunday, 
at about one o'clock, 
While waiting for the 
mother to get the boys 
ready, one of the 
girls, aged four, 
climbed on her knee, 
and, with a tight hug 
begged, "Won't you 
take me to 'sunny 
kool'?» 

"Well, I can't take you to-day, for 
mamma says you two girls haven't warm 
enough clothes. I shall come next Sunday 
with warm clothes for you girl's, too, so 
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7"E may learn much from those 
humble folk — Zacharias and 
Elizabeth, Mary and Joseph, Simeon 
and. Anna, and others Who, with an 
eagerness and a longing — like child- 
ren looking forward to Christmas — 
looked for the coming of the Mes- 
siah in a dark, troubled and evil 
time, not much different from our 
own. We need their spirit today at 
Christmas time, and all the time a's 
we await the coming of the King- 
dom. 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 
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The shepherds tending their flocks 
on the Judean hillside long ago 
teach us a lesson in faith sorely 
needed now. Through the listening 
ear of faith they heard voices no 
worldly ear ever hears. They be- 
lieved what they sa'w and heard. 
They obeyed the vision and went 
immediately to Bethlehem, and saw 
faith rewarded by an audience with 
the Christ-child. They worshipped 
Him. A like faith on our part wiU 
save us from materialism, atheism, 
and indifference to the world's 
needs, even in this our day. 

The wise men can teach us a les- 
son badly needed in this modern, 
bustling, busy age. They were de- 
vout students of the sacred litera- 
tures. Their meditation and their 
study finally sent them forth on a 
venture of faith which brought them 
to the feet of the Christ, whom they 
worshipped, and to whom they pre- 
sented gifts— costly gifts— but ones 
suitable to the occasion. 

Come, let us turn again to the 



the four of you can go with me to Sun- 
day school." 

Getting the girls warm underwear, 
stockings and mitts was not so hard, but 
they both needed ski-suits. Second-hand 
stores were ransacked, without success. 
At last the Salvationist thought of a big 
store handling children's garments. "I'll 
go there," she thought, "and ask a man 
I know if they have any damaged suits 
that I could get at a reduced price." 

At the store, the man asked, "What 
ages are the children?" and when told 
they were four and five, he said, "You 
wait here and I'M see what I can do." 
Before long he came back with a parcel 
and, holding it out said, "Here are two 
ski-suits. '» 

When asked the price he replied, "No 
charge — that is my personal gift!" 

The worker felt a thrill of satisfaction 
the next Sunday when, with two warm 
new ski-suits and the other needed cloth- 
ing, she called at the attic in time to 
help the mother get the children washed 
and dressed, and then was off with four 
happy children in the bus for "sunny 
kool." These four little ones have been 
attending regularly even since, and the 
girls in particular have become favourites 
in the company meetings. 

Some time later, as these children gave 
a good report of the Army Sunday 
school, a mother of other children with 
whom they played decided to send her 
four with them, and they now attend 
regularly. If that young people's ser- 
(leant-major- had not followed up after 
the mother's visit to the quarters, there 
would now be eight fewer children at- 
tending than there are. Efforts at obtain, 
ing improved living quarters are being 
made for the first family referred to. 

Christ, and from Him, and from 
these humble folk whom He in- 
spired, recapture the true spirit of 
Christmas. Nowhere else is it to be 
found. 
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BY MRS. SENIOR-CAPTAIN ERNEST PARR, Toronto 



QHALL I ever forget the heart- 
^ rending sights I saw just two 
days before Christmas? Christmas 
brings to most o£ us joys that are 
beyond telling! A Christmas tree, 
with tinsel and bright lights, with 
gifts piled high under its branches, a 
visit from Santa Claus, and friendly 
greetings from all our dear friends, 
near and far! An opportunity to 
worship and adore the Lord and to 
receive inspiration and blessing. 
That is what Christmas means to 
you and to me! 

A Revealing Experience 

Perhaps some of us never realize 
that such is not the case with others. 
I certainly had no idea that the 
other side of life was so far removed 
from my own, but the experience 
through which I passed <cm that 
day 3 just before Christinas, was re- 
vealing even though revolting. 

Young People's Sergeant-Major 
C. Cole and Mrs. Cunningham, of 
North Toronto Corps, called for me 
in the car, and we quickly drove to 
lower Jarvis Street. Have you 
ever stood at that spot? It leaves 
tremendous scope for one's imagin- 
ation but, once inside the houses in 
that neighbourhood, you can realize 
how much £he imagination eais go 
utterly wrong and fail. 

The first call we made was truly 
an errand of mercy. It was God- 
given inspiration and guidance 
which led us to that home. 

Of course, we could not have gone 
forth on this errand of mercy, this 
Christmas mission, had it not been 
for the many lovely white gifts the 
Sunday school children so generous- 
ly gave the Sunday before Christ- 
mas. So you see, while we had the 
joy of doing good, it was because of 
the desire in their hearts to make 
someone happy this Christmas that 
gave us the opportunity. The Lord 
will bless them for thinking of 
Others. It is not only the Army spirit, 
but it is the true spirit of our Lord 
and Master, whom we serve. 

That first home—should I call it a 
home? True, it had walls and a ceil- 
ing— a few bits of furniture, mother 
and father, and children, but was it 
a home? Let me take you inside. 



Climbing the rickety stairway we 
found ourselves in a tiny room 
which was supposed to be a 
kitchen. The cabinet was lopsided 
and almost failing over; the gas 
stove resembled something out of a 
junk yard. Off that room was an- 
other in which were two tumble- 
down objects which faintly resem- 
bled beds — no covers at all, just the 
mattress. I cannot describe the mat- 
tress! 

Running round this home were 
three tiny tots with bare feet and 
dirty faces; an unshaven father and 
a weary mother stood by. It might 
be Christmas here but there was no 
sign of it. Our gifts were in the form 
of food, clothing, a doll carriage and 
even a Christmas tree and decora- 
tions which a boy had donated from 
his day-school classroom. But we 
left something more— a jirayer; that 
was the most priceless gift of alL 
The sight of father and mother 
kneeling with us, with tears flowing 
while we prayed, was heart-reach- 
ing in its effect on us. 

Heal Poverty 

Further down the corridor on the 
third floor was another family in 
one small back room. They had just 
arrived from Nova Scotia. They 
: ere having "supper" when we ar- 
rived — the father and two young- 
sters sitting at a table; the mother 
H: d the other child on the edge of 
the bed; the baby — only an infant 
—lying on the bed, covered with 
the coat of one of the other children, 
was sleeping peacefully. Believe 
me, the table, two chairs, bed and 
a cupboard was all the furniture in 
that room. We took Christmas 
cheer and a prayer to them. 

The young people's sergeant-ma- 
jor then took us to another home, 
a basement home. Basement and 
home can hardly be mentioned in 
the same breath, but thus was in- 
deed a basement and a home. Eleven 
children lived here with the mother 
and father in one room and a cubby 
hole. Concrete floor, a bed built 
finder the basement stairs, the furn- 
ace on the same floor and poverty 
written on the very walls. The fresh, 
clean air on the outside may have 
been invigorating but none of it 




ever seeped through to this home. 
The stockings which a girl had do- 
nated from her day school class were 
distributed here as well as in the 
other homes. Copies of The War 
Cry and The Young Soldier were 
left in each home which we visited 
along with the white gifts. A prayer 
that God would give a share of 
Christinas joy even in such sur- 
roundings, was expressed in each 
home. 

There is not time to tell you of all 
we did— -to describe the other three 
homes where we left gifts — or 
the other one-room homes which 
we saw but had no more gifts to dis- 
tribute to— -or the looks of disap- 
pointment on the faces peering from 
these doors as we parsed them, bear- 
ing the parcels. It was an experience 
— unforgettable because the condi- 
tions were unforgivable in this fair 
and fortunate land of ours. May God 
open our eyes to the needs of others 
is the prayer of my heart — and I 
am sure of yours too. 



|NE of the most popular of Christ- 
mas carols was written by a 
Poet Laureat who was born over 
300 years ago. While Shepherds 
Watched Their Flocks by Night was 
the work of Nahum Tate, who was 
born in Dublin in 1652. 

Despite his title, Nahum Tate was 
an indifferent poet and his claim 
to fame rests on his translations of 
the Psalms in collaboration with 
Nicholas Brady, Vicar of Richmond. 
These were published in 1696 under 
the title: A New Version of the 
Psalms of David fitted to the Tunes 
used in Churches. 

Dedicated to William I, who gave 
permission for it to be used in such 
churches "as shall think fit to re- 
ceive it," the new psalter gradually 
became popular; two at least of 
Tate's contributions have retained 
their popularity to this day — 
Through all the changing scenes of 
life (Psalm 34) and As pants the 
hart for cooling streams (Psalm 
42). 

Nahum Tate died in poverty at 

"■ il irk in 1715. 
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CHRISTMAS in the northern 
countries is the outstanding 
event of the year. The summer 
is bright but short and the winter 
dreary and long; so Christmas forms 
a welcome break. 

At the beginning of December 
preparation commences in the 
homes, where people are busy with hand, 
cleaning, cooking and making dec- circle 
orations. Publicly, the last efforts to 
raise funds for Christmas distribu- 
tions take place; there are feasts — 
and what a variety of Christmas 
activities! In the middle of Decem- 
ber charity events begin — feasts 
with gifts for the lonely and aged, 
festivals for under-privileged child- 
ren, who are supplied with entirely 
new outfits, parties for deaf and 
blind people, dinners for destitute 
men, and so on. This is all done by 
corps and private groups of people, 

In the meantime, the slum sisters 
are busy at their "Christmas kettles." 
The effort never fails to bring in en- 
couraging results. In the kettles they 
accept money gifts, and gifts of toys 
or clothing, wrapped in parcels are 
piled up round the kettle, These 
piles grow so fast that a truck is 
kept busy all the time collecting 
them and delivering them at various 
slum centres, where the things are 
sorted out and distributed. 

Christmas is a highly religious 
holiday. Both on Christmas Day 
and on Boxing Day, wl " 
"Second Christmas D 



opening song and 
prayer, a few items 
rendered by the 
m embers, coffee 
with cakes, perhaps 
an exchange of small 
gifts. Then everyone 
walks ha nd * in 
forming a 
around the 
lighted tree, mov- 
ing in alternate di- 
rections and singing 
the old well-known 
carols. 

The thing which 
makes all these oc- 
casions so attractive 
is the abundance of 
lights. These are 
never spared, whe- 
ther in homes or in 
the halls. There 
must be millions of 
candles burned over 
Christinas, not only 
little ones on the 
tree, but also the 
larger ones which 
decorate the tables 
and the platform on 
every festive occa- 
sion. 

The climax of the 
season is Christmas 
Eve, when, at about 




"LUCIA DAV" is a festival observed in Sweden on De- 
cember 13 each year. Lucia was a Christian maiden who 
refused to marry a pagan Roman in the early centuries. 
The flames to which she was consigned in punishment 
refused to consume her, so a spear ended her iiie. As 
the "Herald of Light", Lucia distributes giff.K and kindles 
hope in the hearts of tho«e who see hot: 



are held in churches and in chapels. 
Salvation Army meetings are held 
in all corps- and institutions. Fam- 
ily festivals and parties do not start 
until December 27, and are continued 
right through to the middle of Jan- 
uary. In the larger corps with many 
sections there can be up to thirty 
separate festivals, as each group 
wants to hold its own. 

Such a festival consists of an 



lnstmas Day 3 p. m , t all stores close, traffic stops with a prize. Unfortunately this 
inch is called and after a short church service coarse has been impossible in re- 
ay, services from 4 to 5 p.m. the streets are de- cent times owing to the lack of rice. 



serted. Christmas Eve is the family 
night, when all are to be found in 
their homes and those who are lone- 
ly seek their best friends. During 
the evening the Christinas dinner is 
served and gifts are exchanged. 

In all Scandinavian countries, 
Christmas dinner starts with rice 
cooked in milk, in which is hidden 
an almond; whoever is the lucky 
finder of the almond is rewarded 



IN THE CEREMONY Lucia wears the white gown of purity, a red sash, reminiscent 

of the blood she shed, and jieven lighted candles, representing the Light of Christ. 

The Salvation Army celebrates the occasion by giving a feast to the poor. 




owing 
Then comes the roast, which should 
be goose or duck; but in recent 
years it has been mostly pork, as 
poultry is still too expensive for 
most people. After this comes the 
dessert, which can be anything nice. 
But most of the time in the pre- 
paration of Christmas food is spent 
on the masses and varieties of cook- 
ies, called "little cakes," that are 
baked for Christmas and served with 
the inevitable coffee on all occasions. 
These are supplemented with home- 
made raisin cake, called "Christmas 
cake," and a very popular treat, 
layer cake, or "soft cake," as it is 
called in Norway. 

The Genuine Spirit of Christmas 

On the whole, in no other part of 
the world is the Christmas spirit so 
manifest, both in one's own enjoy- 
ment and, what is even more im- 
portant, in imparting enjoyment to 
others. There is no one, man or wo- 
man, young or old, who has even 
the least claim on public interest 
and support, who is left out and for- 
gotten. No wonder, then, that every- 
body, rich and poor alike, looks for- 
ward to Christmas and carries 
memories of it for a long time„ 
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WHEN Mary Hannington entered 
college her faith in God 
and His Word was firm. She be- 
lieved without questioning the 
things she had been taught at Sun- 
day school — tenets which she felt 
were also believed by her parents, 
although they had always been reti- 
cent about spiritual matters. 

But to her dismay, it was soon evi- 
dent that others did not share her 
confidence in the existence of God, 
the divinity of His Son and in the 
truth of the Bible. From fellow- 
students it was not so hard to bear, 
but from the professors it came with 
a keener sting. At first, it was 
hard to hear them pulling to pieces 
the stories she had implicitly be- 
lieved, and ridiculing the miracles 
of Jesus. Gradually, she ceased 
praying and became, like so many 
of her colleagues, a carefree pagan, 
merely living for the enjoyment of 
the moment. 

At one time Mary had prayed for 
her father. She hoped against hope 
that God would open his eyes to the 
misery his drinking habits brought 
her and her mother, but he had left 



ASTLDEWrS FAITH RESTORED 



home now, and no one knew where 
he was. Mother had lost all hope 
of him, and Mary knew it was use- 
less to pray for him. Why pray 
when God was a myth? Or at least, 
an enigma. 

She went home for the Christmas 
recess, and knew from, her mother's 
wan face that it would not be an 
enjoyable season for either one of 
them. One day, the phone rang and 
she did not know whether to be 
glad or sorry to 'hear her father's 
voice. 

It was a voice breaking with emo- 
tion but, for once, it was a sober 
voice, and she listened while be 
told her of his gradual descent to the 
lowest and of his conversion at an 
Army institution. He told her he 
was ashamed to speak to the mother, 
but he knew his daughter would 
believe in him. The click told her 
the conversation was over. 



Mary turned from the phone with 
tears in her eyes and, in reply to her 
mother's look of inquiry, related the 
whole story. "It won't last," said 
the mother sceptically. 

"Well, let us try to help him, 
Mother," said Mary, "at least, it is 
the first Christmas I ever remember 
Dad being sober. And he was; I 
could tell from his voice." 

Next day presents arrived for the 
two wondering women, and a long 
letter explaining everything. Ralph 
Hannington (not his real name) had 
worked up a successful advertising 



A SCRAP OF PAPER 

A SALVATIONIST was selling The 
Christmas War Cry from door to 
door in a small town in Canada when 
he was invited in by a house-wife 
to hear a story about her son and 
his association with the Army. The 
young man had been stricken with 
a fatal disease and removed to a 
city hospital, he was rebellious 
about his approaching untimely end. 
A league of mercy sister offered him. 
a copy of The War Cry, and he ex- 
pressed his feelings about God in 
no uncertain way. She spoke gently 
with him, reminded that God makes 
all things work together for good 
to them that are called, prayed and 
left the paper. 

"My son was so touched by her 
faithful message and prayer, that 
he began to read The War Cry and, 
eventually, was converted through 
its pages," said the mother, "Prayer 
for his recovery to health was not 
answered, and he passed aWay in 
the night. The nurse, who prepared 
him for burial, found that his right 
hand was closed. Opening it, she 
found a scrap of paper. It was the 
paragraph cut out of The War Cry, 
containing simple instructions to the 
sinner on how to be saved!" 

PAGE EIGHTEEN 



CHRISTMAS WORSHIP 

LORD, at Thy birthplace at Christmas 
Kneel I again to adore; 
Light from the manger is streaming, 
Innocent, pure and redeeming; 
Shaming the sham of my seeming; 
Healing my soul's every sore. 

Christ, fix my eyes on the manger, 
Humble my pride at the sight; 
Show me my heart's barren bleakness, 
Here where Thy blest baby-weakness 
Magnifies almighty meekness, 
Mortifies man's puny might. 

Jesus, for gain I've been grasping; 
Thou didst not own anything! 
Make me like Thee, homeless Stranger; 
Guard me from greed's blinding danger; 
Cradle my heart in the manger 
Where poverty cradled Thee, King. 

—Edward Read, Captain. 



If you want to get the most com- 
plete joy out of life this Christmas 
season, seek out a poor family or a 
lonely soul and do something to 
make them happier. In the words 
of the ancient prayer, "It is in giv- 
ing that we receive; it is in forget- 
ting self that we experience su- 
preme bliss" 




business in his native province but, 
like so many others, he had made 
the fatal mistake of thinking he 
could "drink and leave it when he 
liked." It fastened a fatal hold on 
him, and he was no longer able to 
conduct 'his business. Flight seemed 
the only thing, and he travelled to 
another town, where he sank lower 
and lower. His health nearly ruined 
by alcoholism, he lay in a hospital 
ward one day, a man without a ves- 
tige of hope. Suicide seemed the 
only way out. 

As he lay there, a cheery face ap- 
peared in the doorway, and a Sal- 
vation Army man officer appeared. 
Hannington watched him with lack- 
lustre eyes. He admired the Army, 
but what did they mean to him? 
But before the Major left he had 
worked a miracle — he had infused 
new hope into the addict's heart. He 
had told him of the power of Christ 
to save "from the uttermost to the 
uttermost," and had cited cases to 
prove his words were no idle tale. 

He had not only advised Hanning- 
ton to go to a large city and enter 
the Army's institution there — a 
place where alcoholics are prayer- 
fully and thoroughly dealt with— 
but had promised to supply the rail- 
way fare to the metropolis if nec- 
essary. It was necessary and, in a 
few days' time, hope had enabled 
the alcoholic to recover sufficiently 
to take the train to his desired des- 
tination. 

Of the many trials and falls that 
the man experienced at that place, 
and of the officers' prayers and 
patience no mention is necessary. 
The main thing is Hannington was 
soundly converted—once more the 
Blood had proved efficacious to save 
the most hopeless. When he was 
sure of himself, Hannington plucked 
up courage to phone his daughter. 
Today the family is happily re- 
united. 

Back at college, Mary says, "No 
one can convince me any more that 
miracles do not happen; I have seen 
one with my own eyes!" 

THE WAR CRY 
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